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BROMLEY MELMOT. 
( Continued from page 54.) 

CAPTAIN HARLEY was punc- 
tual to his promise with Melmot, and 
called upon him just as he had finished 
dressing. —“ Really,” said he, turning 
him round, ‘* you make no contempti- 
ble figure. I think you will not dis- 
grace my regimentals when hanging on 
my arm in our ramble. I should not 
have expected such a decent youth 
from so obscure a part of the country !” 
Melmot had, in fact, a remarkably 
handsome person; and being well 
made, with an easy carriage, possessed 
all the requisites for a man of fashion, 
except zmpudence, under the influence 
of what they call mauvaise bonte. He 
hung his head, and blushed at the com- 
pliment paid him by his friend, which 
Percival perceiving, cried out— 
“Come, come, Melmot, I shall do no- 
thing with you, if youblushso. Should 
any of my brothers see you thus, I 
must swear that you have drank too 
much wine. ‘However, Melmot,” 
said he, seeing him look grave, “do 
not think that I wish to injure the mo- 
rality of your principles: I do not; for 
this levity is only assumed with my 
coat, and is, I am sorry to say it, as 
necessary an acquirement to an officer 
as his sword; and I should be sorry to 
see you imitate follies which are a dis- 
credit to those who practise them.” 
As they rambled up and down, Mel- 
mot fag@@inated by the gay manners and 
mot fanaa byt of the officers, as 
well as observing how much their so- 
ciety was courted by the most beauti- 




















ful women in the town, expressed to 
Percival how much he should like to 
become one of the military. ‘* You are 
wrong, indeed, Melmot,” replied Cap- 
tain Harley. ‘ To hold any commis- 
sion in the army, it is necessary fora 
man to have an immense private for- 
tune, to support the extravagant life 
they must necessarily lead; and, I as- 
sure you, my father now feels his own 
imprudence in procuring me a com- 
mission. It is certainly the school for 
knowledge of the world; but that know- 
ledge sometimes costs a man his future 
constitution and morality, merely for 
the advantages of forming a brilliant 
and numerous acquaintance. Believe 
me, a youth without fortune will stand 
but a poor chance of cutting out his 
fortune with his sword. ‘Therefore, 
may good fellow, let not a sword and 
gorgeous epaulette dazzle your under- 
standing. Your talents and worth may 
be much more profitably employed; 

and trust me, that the obscurity of 
your state shall not prevent me from 
cultivating your friendship, or intro- 
ducing you to those whose society - 
not likely to prove injurious to you.” 

Melmot could not conceal the effusions 
of gratitude that sprung to his eyes, 
and rendered his voice almost inarti- 
culate, while he faintly endeavoured to 
express his feelings. When they re- 
turned to dinner, Marianne insisted 
upon Melmot’s taking a seat near her; 
adding, with a captivating smile— 
* You are come just in time, Mr. Mel- 
mot; for I have just discharged gen. 
————; he was such an awkward dan- 
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gler. 
his place.—” 
I suppose, you mean, Madam,” said 
Melmot, as he took the proffered place. 
** By no means,” she returned, “I ra- 
ther think your politeness will atone 


I think you are qualified to fill 
‘* By my awkwardness, 


for his deficiency.” ‘But can you,” 
replied Melmot, **condescend to ac- 
cept me, in the place of so elevated a 
character ?”” “* Any thing,” cried she, 
‘for the sake of variety.” ‘* And should 
you receive good treatment,” said Per- 
cival, ‘*you must attribute it to my 
sister’s love of variety.” ‘+ Malicious 
creature !”” exclaimed Marianne; you 
always try to prejudice strangers a- 
gainst me.” Meanwhile Jemima had 
sat silent, with her eyes fixed atten- 
tively upon Melmot,—“ Pray, sir,” 
said she, at length, addressing him, 
“‘ were you ever seriously in love?” A 
question so abrupt wholly disconcer- 
ted Melmot; and his knife and fork 
fell from his hands, while all his gaiety 
vanished; and the sudden, yet ludi- 


crous, distress exhibited in his counte- | 


tenance, occasioned a burst of laughter 
through the room, which increased his 
discomposure. Mr, Harley, perceiv- 
ing his confusion, and willing to abate 


it, as well as to suspend what he called ! 


the rudeness of his family, suddenly 
addressed him, by telling him that he 
was ‘ta lucky man; for,” added he, ‘‘I 
have this morning heard of a vacancy 
in the ’s office, which I can get for 
asking; you will have nothing to do 
but go there at ten o’clock, and write 
till five: the rest of the day you may 
do as you please; and, as our hours 
will not suit you when engaged with 
business, Percival may seek you out 
genteel apartments. And, remember, 
I shall expect to hear how you go on, 











at least once a day.” Melmot was| 
obliged to diminish the proportion of 
his thanks to the humour of his bene- 


who played, and he returned home 
highly delighted with the entertain. 
ment of the evening. But, though 
pleasure’s fascinating sway had, for a 
while, banished all uneasy reflections, 
on his pillow they returned with full 
force. The simple, unaffected inno- 
cence of Maria lost none of its attrac- 
tions, even when compared with the 
luxuriant beauties with which P———. 
abounds; and*he felt that, although 
dissipation and shew may for a while 
dazzle the senses, permanent happiness 
was not to be found beneath their gau- 
dy trappings. He rose early, impatient 
to inform his beloved friends in the 
country of his happiness and success, 
and began a journal, which he deter- 
mined to continue with the utmost 
punctuality. Insensibly, however, he 
found that the occupation in which he 
was hourly engaged, considerably a- 
bridged his time, and his rest was 
nightly robbed of some hours in the 
completion of his journal. 
€ To be continued.) 
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ON THE IMPORTANCE OF NEWSPAPERS. 
( Continued from page 54.) 

At first sight, it would appear, that 
newspapers, by placing every one upon 
a footing of equality with respect to in- 
formation, could tend only to perfect si- 
lence, no man possessing an overplus of 
news which he may communicate to o- 
thers; this, however, is by no means the 
case, foralthoughone may notknowmore 
than another, he may certainly concezve 
more. It isa mistake to suppose that 
the intelligence of a newspaper is al- 
ways to be understood ina literal sense, 
or that we are to be contented with 
what the editor pleases to tell us; for 
example, we read that “ Last evening 
was married by the Rev. Dr. : 
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chant, to Miss Polly Languish, all of 


factor, and the subject was dropped. ‘this city.” 


Were we to stop here, | 
At the theatre, Melmot was charmed || question whether all the papa the 
with the splendor and beauty ef the || United States would furnish 


lf an 


surrounding objects, as,well as with ||hour’s conversation : but this is no bar- 
the merits of the eminent performers ren text; it includes doctrines and in- 


bse Joshua Tape, an eminent mer- ( 
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pursuit of laudable and virtuous ob- 


frences which may branch out in as 
nany heads as a sermon of the last cen- 
jury. 1s it not necessary to ascertain | 
yhat Mr. Tape’s property is ; how far 
he may be called an eminent merchant, 
when it is well Anown that he failed ten 
years ago,—and how far he may be 
called a genteel man, when it is wel 
inown he stoops in the shoulders! It 
may also be necessary to determine 
whether he even deserves the charac- 
ter of a polite shopkeeper, who, it is 
well known refused to take back an ar- 
ticle which a lady had kept only six 
months ; and above all, whether the 
man was not an arrant fool to marry 
Polly Languish, who, it is well known 





iad not a six pence! Then, with re- | 


spect to the lady, many important ques- 
tions arise; as, first, how it can be 
possible any person can think her hand- 
some, when it is wel/ known she has no 
complexion, very bad staring eyes, ap- 
pears to be crodked ; and moreover, it 
is strongly suspected, is thirty three or 
thirty two at least. Thus you see that 
the above paragraph is a full and rich 


fountain, sending forth waters sweet | 


and bitter, and quenching the talkative 
thirst of the whole town. 
( To be concluded in our next._) 
ON Bee 


THE PASSIONS. 


The passions, if under the guidance 
of reason and religion, they are direct- 
ed into proper channels, are calculated 
to promote happiness and prosperity. 
Were, for instance, the passions of 
pride and ambition, which, when in- 
temperately and injudiciously indulg- 
ed, have caused such misery and havoc 
in the world, always directed to the 


jects, how different would be their ef- 
fect! instead of agitating the bosom 
with plans for the destruction and de- 
gradation of our fellow creatures, that 
we may rise conspicuously on the ruin 
of their fortune or their fame, those 
passions would teach us to premote as 
much as possible their interest, and 
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powerful influence of example, by en- 
deavouring to outvie them in noble 
sentiments, and generous and useful 
actions. 


a oe ee 
WISDOM, 


How frequently do we hear people talking of 
wisdom, and attributing eflects to its power, 
which, with as much reason, and more proba- 
bility might be derived from almost any other 
cause! apathy, affectation, sullenness, indolence 
and silence, originating from areal want of ca- 
pacity to talk, are each distinguished in turn 
with this honourable name, and their respec- 
tive proprietors held in estimation accordingly. 
It is difficult to decide whether we oftener 
miscall the motives of our own actions, or mis- 
take those of other people; and, of all human 
causes, none is so often imagined as wisdom. 
I am to be understood in our own case, for w: 
are not so apt to attribute it to our acquaint 
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ance: on the contrary, whenever we hear ar wy 
of their actions attributed to it, we erect ov r- 
selves against the opinion ; and make a para de 
of what we call our sound judgment, which p re- 
vents our being misled into any mistakes of s en- 
timent ; for among the many pretty names we 
bestow on our own sensations, soundnes 8 of 
judgment is that by which we usually di stin- 
guish, such as, in general, arise from env’ ;, or 





other feelings of thé same stamp, equa) Jy in 
want of some of those pretty namesto set them 
off. But with ourselves the case is alt eréd; 
and every action wherein passion does not evi- 
dently stand foremost, becomes clearly ‘ she re- 
sult of a superior understanding, assiste d in its 
exertions by a philosophic turn of mind , 
a 

When lieut. O’Brien, who was alway 8 called 
sky rocket Fack, was blown up in the Edgar at 
Spithead, he was saved on the carri age of a 
gun: and when brought to the adr niral, all 
black and wet, he said with pleasantry , “* Z hope, 
sir, you will excuse my dirty appearance, for I came 


1 cut of the ship, in so great a hurry, tha t I had not 


time to shift myself !”? 
— +o 


An envious critic, was saying be :fore a per- 


Alzire, was not written by Volta:re, “1 am 
glad of it,” said the other ; “* Why :” interroga- 
ted the first, * Because,” said he, ‘‘if it is nat, 
we have one good poet more.” 
———8 + a 
‘© Once,” said a quaker, in a dispwute concern- 
ing the propriety of titles, **I had the honour 
to be in company with an excellency, and an high- 
ness: his excellence was the Most ignorant and 
brutal of his species, and his highness measured 
only four feet eight inches, without his shoes!” 
ee 
Liberties in conversation that pass the bounds 

















their honour, and to command the 


of good nature, . honesty and respect, degene- 
rate into scurrility, scandal and iil manners. 


son of candor and acuteness, that the play of 
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THE SUICIDE. 
Near where yon current idly laves 
The pebbly shore with silver waves, 
There stands the fatal bourne ; 
Struck with the lightning’s livid glare, 
A wither’d trunk bereft and bare, 
It calls vain man to mourn. 
There where the baneful hemlock grows, 
in Lethean slumbers do repose, 
The good, wise, great and brave ; 
But chiefly mark, beneath yon thorn, 
That droops its head in speechless scorn, 
The lone self-murderer’s grave. 
Z mark’d him on that fatal hour, 
When urg’d by grief’s distracting power, 
With keenest anguish fill’d, 
| (The wan stars casta sickly gleam, 
} Dark clouds obscur’d the moon’s pale beam, 
The midnight demon smil’d.) 
\ Vhen he with desperate vigour, hurl’d 
T be shaft that tore him from the world, 
Launch’d on the vast inane, 
W ‘hich from this dark terrene abode, 
Co nducts us to the throne of God, 
( Jr never ending pain. 
Ala s! could not the bursting sigh, 
Ori rickling tear from orphan’s eye, 
O rv dread of wrath divine, 
Or t ies of kindred fond and dear, 
To d rag a life of misery here, 
Re strain thy rash design? 
No vi rgin nymph in spring’s bright bloom, 
Shall scatter wild flowers on thy tomb, 
Or chaunt the evening lay ; 
No so trowing friend shall linger here, 
To de, ¥ with drops of woe sincere, 
The turf that shrouds thy clay. 
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ODE TO MORNING, 
O hail, r oseate morn, returning light ! 
To the s able queen of night, 

Reluct ant yields her sway ; 

And, as she quits the dappled skies, 
On gloric :s greater glories rise, 

To grec +t the dawning day. 

O’er tufte d meads gay Flora treads ; 
Arabia’s s pices scent her lips, 

Her hea a with rosebuds crown’d : 
Mild zeph yr hastes to snatch a kiss, 
And flutt’r ing with the transient bliss, 

Watts fragrance all around. 

The dew drops, daughters of the morn, 
With spangrles, every bush adorn, 

And all the embroider’d vales, 
Their voice to thee the linnets raise, 
The lark, soft trilling in thy praise, 

Aurora, tising, hails. 


— 
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While nature now in lively vest, 
Of glossy green, has gaily dress’d 
Each tributary plain ; 
While blooming flowers, and blossom’d trees, 
Soft waving with the vernal breeze, 
Exult beneath thy reign. 
Shall I with drowsy poppies crown’d, 
By sleep in silken fetters bound, 
The downy God obey? | 
Ah no!—Through yon embowering grove, 
Or winding valley let me rove, 
And own thy cheerful sway. 
For short liv’d are thy pleasing powers ; 
{ Pass but a few uncertain hours, 
And we no more shall trace 
Thy dimpled cheek and brow serene ; 
Or clouds may gloom the smiling scene, 
And frowns deform thy face. 
So in life’s youthful bloomy prime, 
We sport away the fleeting time, 
Regardless of our fate ; 
| But by some unexpected blow, - 
Our giddy follies we shall know, 
And mourn them when too late: 
—2 +e 


LINES 
On seeing MR. FENNELL’s benefit announced, 
See bent beneath accumulating years, 
The hoary veteran of the stage appears ; 
In spite of pain, in tremblipg age’s spite, 
He gives, to please, his efforts, for this night. 
Surviv’d the wreck of early friends he lost, 
Still on the waves of anxious being tost; 
Ah let a ray of your mild pity shed, 
Perhaps its last—effusions on his head. 
Grown with your growth, his features still may 
tell, ; 
What former joys your early lives befel : 
To other monuments of changeful fate, 
Let him not add his own neglected date, 
But time’s injurious ravages atone, 
And crown the veteran’s fortune by your own. 
nat ote 
SONNET to @ wall flower. 
Sweet flow’r, the earliest harbinger of spring! 
Permit the muse to celebrate thy bloom, 
The yellow tincture of thy painted wing, 
Thy verdant foliage and thy rich perfume. 
Yet these alas! and all thy fading charms, 
Are but the emblems of our changeful fate; 
From spring, surrender’d into winter’s arms, 
From grave to gay, from lively to sedate. 
Yet teach us still, like thee t’enjoy the hour 
That now to mirth and gaiety’s decreed, 
And leave the rest to that superior pow’r, 
Who best can tell what prospects should 
succeed. .* 














So shall sweet hope our bosoms long sustain, 
And free them, from at least, anticipated pain. 
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